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'Medically speaking,' Channel said, 'he is right... granting
an error either way. He has lost only two teeth. He has no
hair growing out of his ears or nostrils. His beard is still low
on his face and has not crept up onto his cheekbones. Under
forty, I should say.3
'That is not the point, Doctor. The point is that the artist,
the flower of humanity, is sterile, speaking in the widest
terms. Talent can be passed on: genius never. And I am
childless.' Tears came into his eyes.
'More tea?' Bentinck said.
Sebastian held out his cup.
'Among the Watusi/ Channel said, 'a man two metres in
height is average. They are Hamites, said to be the descend-
ants of the men who swept over Uganda three hundred years
ago. It is even possible that they are related to the Masai and
Banyankoli. You will have plenty to occupy you, Mr. Wilson,
and please remember that I am at your service.'
'If you write a book, it will require illustrations/ Sebastian
said. 'A camera tells nothing. A photograph is dead. Only a
drawing lives. The camera and cinema have destroyed us!'
he shouted. 'Take the first giraffe I saw. Was I surprised? I
was not surprised, I had seen them on the films. Nothing sur-
prises me any more.'
'Did you ever see a white giraffe?' Bentinck asked.
'No,' Sebastian said. 'They look better spotted/
'I have seen a white one and several black.'
'Albinoism and melanism,' Channel said. He got up. elt is
time we went home. Come, Sebastian.' They both bowed.
'We will see you later. We will have more discussions.'
They went to their car. It was a Model T Ford with a box
body. Very practical, Channel called it They seemed to
have no reason for their coming, or their going.
Bentinck said nothing for a while. He took some loose to-
bacco out of his pocket and loaded his pipe again, ramming it
home with his thumb. He fitted a little perforated metal cap